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Free Country 
THINGS didn't use to be like this. All this trouble, I mean. My Grandad used to say that he could remember 
when the niggers was just slaves. I bet that there wasn't none 
of these smart-aleck niggers around then. I bet they'd of got 
whipped if they'd started anythin' like this here mess, this 
goin' to the same school business. Why, they didn't have 
no schools at all then, I bet. Next thing you know, they'll 
be wantin' our kids to go to the nigger schools! 
How do ya figger them blacks, anyhow? There they are, 
down there in Crowtown, all them rickety fallin' down 
shanties full 'a mangy black kids runnin' around, and then 
wantin' to 'sociate with us, schools an' all. What a raggedy 
black mess! Ain't none of 'em got a free nickel. I bet the 
pack of 'em ain't got enough ta make a collection box rattle! 
They really been gettin' big ideas though. Ya know that 
foreman's job I got open? Ya don't? Well, I been lookin' for 
a good man to take over Wally's place ever since a beam 
broke his foot, an' do you know what? Las' Tuesday this big 
buck comes around, hat in his hand, and wantin' to apply 
for the job. Can you imagine that? Can you imagine me 
payin' a nigger a hundred a week? Why, I bet he never had 
enough money for a shoeshine in his 'hole life! I told 'im 
I'd let 'im know. Ha! 
Another thing about that bunch. Seems like they're 
either wild as rabbits or too lazy to spit! If they ain't hangin' 
around the Jig taverns lookin' for a fight or sittin' on their 
butts then I don't know niggers! I fired three of 'em Friday 
'cause I been runnin' low on jobs. You know how business 
has been—they isn't hardly a job to be had. An' do you 
know what? I saw two of 'em hangin' around Rudy's, and 
the other one was sittin' on his ass in front a his shack. Just 
like I tole ya—either hangin' around the joints or sittin' on 
their ass. Why wasn't they out lookin' for jobs? They must 
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be plenty of jobs around if they'd just look. They just don't 
care, I tell ya. 
Most of all, though, they're just plain dumb. Near all of 
'em. I've only knew one or two that could add a column of 
figures twice and get the same answer both times, and 
neither one of them was from around here. Most all of 'em 
are dumb. Even the nigger teachers are dumb! I bet there 
ain't a one of the teachers in the Jig schools around here 
that knows anything about what he's supposed to be teachin'. 
I hired that nigger math teacher, Thompson, for part time 
awhile back to take an equipment inventory for me, and if 
he didn't mess things up! I know for a fact that he ain't 
ever seen the inside of a college except maybe to sign up 
for one of those correspondence courses. God just didn't 
make 'em very bright, that's all. 
One thing more. You tell me just what's wrong with us 
keepin' them separate from us, this segregation business. 
You tell me just exactly what's wrong with us not wantin' 
to mix with that bunch. Nothing', that's what! Ain't we got 
along just fine up till now? Them courts been pokin' their 
nose in where they ain't got no business, I tell ya. Both 
sides been perfeckly happy up till now, ain't they? I never 
once heard any of my niggers complain ta me! Not once 
did I hear a peep out of 'em till this school business come 
up. Them courts is jus' tryin' to rile things up, that's all. 
And they're doin' it, too! 
Just yesterday I overheard old Jake talkin' to that Robin-
son nigger and just a layin' it on to the governor. You bet 
I fixed them, though! I tole 'em both that if they wanted 
to keep on workin' for me that they better keep their black 
mouths closed! They shut up right now, I tell ya. 
No sir, things didn't use to be like this. All this trouble, 
I mean. And I don't see what's goin' ta come of it 'cept more 
trouble till them niggers learn their place. I just don't see 
what them courts is tryin' ta do! Why should we hafta mix 
with each other if'n we don't want to? Ain't this a free 
country no more? 
Arthur Johnson^ Eng. Jr. 
